
Because woman's work Is never done 
and Is underpaid or unpaid or boring or 
repetitious and we're the first to getfired 
and what we look like Is more Important 
than what we do and If we get raped It's 
our fault and If we get beaten we must have 
provoked It and If we raise our voices we're 
nagging bitches and If we enjoy sex we're 
nymphos and If we don't we're frigid and If 
we love women It's because we can'tget a 
"real" man and If we ask our doctor too many 
questions we're neurolwnd/or pushy and 
If we expect chlldcarMe selfish and If we 
standupfbrourrlghtsW^oressIv^^j 
"unfemlnlne" and If we don't^B^Br] 
weak females and If we want to^KidJ 
we're out to trap a man and If we 
unnatural and because we still jet arj 
adequate safe contraceptive but me an M 
Tin the moon and If we can't cope or^^^J 
wa nt a preg na ncy we're made to feel 
guilty about abortion and ...for lots and lots 
of other reasons we are part of the | 

women's liberation movement. 
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£jrace M^llanc 

Motion 


I start another attempt 
to convey an emotion. 

My thoughts come out in waves, 
stop-and-go; sick from motion. 

I'm waiting for a miracle 
to whisper me the words. 

You said I wasn’t second best; 

I know it’s more like thirds. 

But I don't give much thought to that 
and things I cannot change. 

Waterfalls will always flow 
and never change their ways. 

You’re path is just for you to choose; 
There's nothing left that I can do. 

As for me there’s no excuse. 

I'm moving on and staying true. 

The sun is setting, the sky's still blue. 
For every minute, a change in hue; 
There's nothing here that I'm used to. 
Finding comfort in the strangest things. 
Turn the volume up and start to sing, 
Feel the happiness that that can bring, 
playing my heart across these strings. 
I’m fine right here in an angel’s wings. 
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Women in Sports Media 

Women have fought for equality for decades in many aspects 
of life, and they have made significant gains in a large number of 
these facets. In 1920, Congress passed the 19th amendment, giving 
women the right to vote, and in 1963 women gained the right to 
equal pay. Since the passage of Title IX (which provided for equal ath- 
letic opportunities for male and female students) in 1972, women's 
involvement in sports has increased substantially. This increase would 
come as a surprise to most, considering the minimal coverage 
women's sports receive in the news today. The lack of coverage and 
the manner in which it is covered directly leads to discrimination, 
however slight, against women and women's sports. ESPN's 
SportsCenter is a prime example of biased broadcasting that creates 
an inimical environment for women in the sports world. This cover- 
age by the media makes women's sports appear less exciting, less 
competitive, and all around less important to our society as a whole. 

One might contend that women's sports are not as prominent as 
men's because women don't have the drive or interest in the 
completive world of sports. However, as opportunities for women to 
participate in athletics increased since 1972's passage of Title IX, 
women's participation in sports has increased substantially as 
well. Since Title IX's installment, female involvement in sports has 
increased nine-fold at the high school level, and five-fold at the 
collegiate level ("Building on the Success of 35 Years of Title IX", 2). 
This represents women's desire to be a part of the sports realm of our 
society and shows the lacking validity in this argument. 

With so many women rising in the ranks of their respective 
sports, the dawn of more women's professional sports was only an 
eventuality. Prior to the advent of the WNBA (Women's National Bas- 
ketball Association) and the WUSA (Women's United Soccer Associa- 
tion), a study by C. A. Tuggle showed that only five percent of the 
broadcasting time of ESPN's SportsCenter is devoted to women's 
sports coverage (Adams and Tuggle, 4). With so little coverage, it is 
no wonder that women's sports have gained no notoriety in 
society. Being given next to no airtime leads to the biased thought of 
women's sports as inferior to men’s sports, 
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The stories included in the programming in the time of 
Tuggle's earlier study focused on individual achievements as opposed 
to team endeavors. This era of broadcasting also frequently trivialized 
women's sports, by disregarding the prowess of the female athlete in 
regards to her sport and focusing instead on the physical beauty of 
athletes (Sutliff, Usha. par. 19). Broadcasting in this way leads to the 
societal view of female athletes as sexual objects, as opposed to 
merely athletes. This objectification of women becomes a social norm 
and can be seen elsewhere in many of society's other entrainment 
outlets, such as the music industry, the television industry, such as 
sitcoms and reality shows, and the film industry. 

The findings of Tuggle's previous study was written off by critics 
who were of the opinion that biased broadcasting of women's sports 
would end with the initiation of the WNBA and the WUSA. However, a 
more recent (2004) study shows this hypothesis to be incorrect. It was 
found that there was a decline in coverage, with SportsCenter only 
devoting 2.1% of its allotted programming time to women's sports 
(Adams and Tuggle, 4). Most of the episodes of SportsCenter com- 
pletely neglect to cover women's sports altogether. The study noted a 
decline in the objectification of women, with more serious, legitimate 
coverage. However, lack of professionalism towards women still exists, 
with bias toward covering more attractive female athletes. This is es- 
pecially evident in team sports where the focus remains on individuals 
instead of the team (Sutliff, Usha. Par.14), The study makes it quite 
evident that the media coverage of women's sports on SportsCenter 
continues to trivialize feminine endeavors in athletics, while the lack of 
airtime maintains the social precedent of belittling women's sports. 

A more covert form of biased broadcasting can be seen in the gen- 
der marking of sports teams, sporting events, and leagues. Men's 
sports teams are merely referred to as their school's mascot, whereas 
women's sports often are given a more feminine counterpart of the 
name. For example, Penn State refers to it's women's teams as the 
Lady Nittany Lions as opposed to the Nittany Lions. When SportsCen- 
ter does cover female athletic events they are frequently gender 
marked. For instance, a national championship would be tagged as the 
Women's National Championship. The men's equivalent is never re- 
ferred to as the Men's National Championship. Another detrimental 
form of gender marking can be seen in the names of women's leagues. 
Avast majority of women's professional sports leagues (for example: 
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the WNBA, the WUSA, and the LPGA) are marked with "Women's" or 
"Ladies" to differentiate themselves from their male counterparts. 
These forms of gender marking further separates men's and women's 
athletics. By gender marking female sports and not men's, society per- 
ceives that the men's sport is the real event, while the women's events 
are merely an inferior subset. This perception leads to the mindset of 
women's sports as less competitive and less important than men's. 

Some may argue that women don't receive coverage on shows 
like SportsCenter because there are no female equivalents to socially 
popular sports such as baseball, hockey, and football. This line of 
thought is erroneous and irrelevant because the sports available to 
women, collegiate and professional, are seldom given any coverage. 
Unfortunately, the coverage women's athletics receive is scarred by 
objectification through sexualization, trivialization, and gender mark- 
ing. These trends among shows like SportsCenter create an ill- 
conceived notion that women don't have a place in sports. One can 
only assume that this conception held by our society has negatively 
impacted many young women in the past and the present. For this rea- 
son, an end must be made to biased broadcasting. Society, as a whole, 
most come to learn to respect the skills, talents and achievements of 
women, on and off the court. 
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Girace M lJ Uane 


Gentleman 

I saw a no name fellow, hangin' in the street 
He had a one hand wave with no shoes on his feet 
For every girl that passed, he'd kindly say hello 
There was no companion to stand by this fellow 

1 saw him on a Tuesday digging through the trash. 

I stopped to shake his hand and give the man some cash. 
He shook his head with pride and told me "Not Today!" 
"I've never accepted money unless I've earned the pay." 

A gentleman of honor, I asked his formal name. 

He said "Skip or Tubby, to me it's all the same. 

I used to be a soldier, but now I'm home right here. 

Living on the street. I’ve nothing left to fear." 

"For sure, you must be kidding, wouldn't you like a home? 
A place to share with loved ones, a place to call your own? 
For in a families’ house, one is truly never alone." 

"If it’s all the same to you, my friend, I'd rather aimful ly 
roam." 

1 saw a no name fellow, hangin' in the street 
He had a one hand wave with no shoes on his feet. 

I pledged to him my friendship for he would take no more. 
He was the wealthiest man I’ve met 
Despite that he was poor. 
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Cjrace K/Mlane 

Star Light , 

Star light guides my way to the water 
Just as clay guides the potter 
Dip my toes in the chilly waves 
Hope the stars never go away 

I could be everything you ever wanted 
The cozy house that you thought was haunted 
When really I was there with arms open wide 
Waiting for you to come over and confide 
The only one who always tried 
The only one you ever fully denied 

But the stars are out tonight 
I don’t need your useless spite 
1 could dance among the dunes 
Stay here all night until the afternoon 

When heaven starts to rain down on me 
Look all you want but I’ll be free 
There was nothing left here, I had to flee 
I asked the Lord and he agreed 

He took me up into his arms 
And instantly I forgot your charm 
No use in sounding the alarm 
Where I’ve gone I’ll find no harm 

The love I’ve shared has all been cheap 
No more men to make me weep 
I woke up on the beach from the deepest sleep 
And grabbed a star for me to keep. 
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Trigger Warning 


Trigger Warnings are customary in some feminist and 
other spaces. They are designed to prevent people who 
have an extremely strong and damaging emotional 
response (for example, post-traumatic flashbacks or 
urges to harm themselves) to certain subjects from 
encountering them without warning. Having these 
responses is called “being triggered.” 


The following essay has references to sexual assault. 
Please be aware before you continue reading. We always 
want to include pieces that are honest, thoughtful, and 
important regarding difficult subjects, but feel it is 
important to give readers warning and resources. 


If you require resources related to 
sexual violence, please contact: 


Advocates: (610) 758-4763 

Break the Silence 24/7 Anonymous, Confidential 
Sexual Violence Peer educators: (610) 974-HOPE 


Counseling Center: (610) 758-3880 
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THIRTY DOLLARS 

Editor's Note: This is a fictitious short story 

This is called Thirty Dollars. I don't really mean to say dollars though. 
But I don't think that matters for you, the reader. The reader is me, 
the writer. So, from henceforth forward, if you, the reader, find 
yourself reading something that you did not write, stop reading now. 

Trust. Honesty. Safety. Thanks. 

Forty Dollars. 

Day one: nothing. 

Day two: thirty dollars. 

Day three: 

Today is the day of Spring. The vernal equinox. Day and night are 
exactly the same length today, and this is the only other day this year 
during which that happens. I awoke at eight, mistakenly naked to my 
daily eight AM alarm, and frantically gathered my things for an 
adventure day. And an adventure it day it was. Once again, I may have 
found myself a job. I don't know why everyone is always complaining 
about the state of our economy. 

I miss being number one. I often felt like number one at my old school. 
I always feel like number three here. I miss number one. Numbers are 
very meaningful to me, and I think they are more meaningful to me 
than most can say it is for them. Ryan is number one. I like him. 
Jonathon could be number one. Mark might be number one. He 
absolutely once was number one. Why am I such a cry baby? 

I think I'm going to try to stop saying, "what's up?" so much.... It's just 
ridiculous. 

I'd like something to change. Or improve. I want sex with Jonathon to 
change. There I said it. This is ridiculous: we've been "dating " now for 
over a month. And he has yet to make me come. That selfish bastard, 
"ooh, aaah, baby, call me Jonny, all I want to do is make you come." 
Yea, right. If that was the case you would have made me come 
already. 
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There. I'll just write a book about it. 

Pretzels. I love pretzels. 

So what can we do to change that? Nope, Jonathon, it's not going to 
be solved by you "lasting longer." That's not even the issue. When you 
know how to make me come, timing is perfect. 

Foreplay. 15 minutes. This is an average and may vary, 

What is foreplay? It's me time. Get me good and wet. If you don't, it's 
rape, and it doesn't feel good. 

Me time: start with light touching. Arms, hands. A light massage of the 
neck. Neck kissing. Soft, sweet neck kissing. Oh those are sexy. I love 
those. You can play with my hair, and compliment my eyes. Maybe kiss 
me. If I kiss you back, it's time for the next step. If I pull away, start 
over. It's a simple recipe for success. I know me. 

So then there will be kissing, clothes-on kissing. Touch me through my 
clothes. And work your way in one layer at a time. Depending on the 
energy levels, we may roll around, and do a little non-violent wres- 
tling. From moving around, our body temperatures may rise a bit, and 
we'll warm up. This is when clothes can start coming off. If it's cold, 
let's be under the covers. If I'm cold, let me warm up before taking any- 
thing off. I hate to be cold. And I think it's terribly rude not to wait for 
people. So please don't rush ahead without me. I just need to take my 
time, and not be rushed. 

Anything above the pants needs to be gently touching, or chafing 
occurs, which is not pleasant. Skin to skin often needs lubrication. I 
consider it one hundred percent your responsibility to get me turned 
on. To reiterate: do not move on to further steps without me. It's rude 
not to wait for your partner. 

Sex is important and not something I can let slide. It needs to be good. I 
use the word sex to refer to ail intimate touching. Don't assume that 
because I'm your girl you can have me whenever you want me. I'm not 
your sex toy. If anything, you're mine. 

You say — stale? For me too. But there is also this macro undiscovered 
realm of potential we have yet to unbury, and I'm not totally bored yet. 

I'm just speaking my mind, which is not a crime. 
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This summer is quickly approaching. It's already spring. I'll be on the 
other side of the country for a month, and then we probably won't 
see each other for a while. I can do what I want to do anywhere, and I 
want to do it anywhere but here. Potential compatibility. 

Do I have an eating disorder again? And if so, did the money bring it 
on? Did my lack of friends bring it out? How? And Why? Did I scare 
myself into this? My worst fear: relapse. Has it finally happened? I feel 
like it's a waiting game— just waiting for it to come out again. Living 
with Alyssa certainly didn't help. I'll say it: living with Alyssa may have 
triggered an eating disorder again. They are as contagious as that 
stomach virus that went around my bunk at camp one summer. 

Speaking of summer, my summer plans are fucked up. I have between 
June 15 th and August 6’'' to do something. Career related— that would 
be good. I need to go to career services. I need to make a resume. I 
need to stop being fat, and stop eating chocolate daily. I took 40 today. 
I almost can't stand myself, and then what? I need to get off these 
drugs, just get off them. But how to stop? How to wane off? I don't 
want to get fat, but hey. I'm doing just that right now anyway. 

Why does everyone hate me? It seems like it's me, but that's probably 
ridiculous and me just being paranoid. Maybe I should stop smoking 
pot- until field camp at least. I think I should get my own tent and not 
share with Molly. That would probably be the best idea. Why? I'll get 
sick of her, and everyone else is going to have his or her own tent. 
Maybe I'll get a two or three person tent, and sleep in it by myself, but 
that wouldn't keep me as warm as my own. I think I need my own. 

So what should I do when I'm bored and feel like smoking pot? That's 
easy: exercise. Imagine if only I did that. Or only smoked pot before 
exercising. Today I did some hand weights on the balance board. Not 
enough for all the chocolate I've been eating though. And now 
Jonathon calls. 

I bought you chocolate; it probably isn't even good. Who the hell am I 
kidding? All chocolate is good. Are he and I good rivals? Sometimes I 
think we are, and sometimes he wants me to think that we're not. Too 
late. It's over now. So what does he expect? 

I let my plants outside this afternoon, and they should make it through 
the night. The plants that are being grown hydroponically are looking 
so good. The leaves look like they have the crunch of romaine lettuce 
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that you would want to put on a sandwich. Gourmet. 

I hate myself for sleeping with him again. I hate myself. And I hate him 
for loving me, and making it so hard to hate him. NO. Why can't I just 
say what I mean, say how I feel, because what I think matters, and it is 
a big deal. No I don't want to have sex. Why? I'll regret it later. Like 
now. And then. And every time before. Won't I ever learn? Won't I 
ever learn? Why don't I just learn that this time will be just like last 
time. It's always good, not great, and why is it not great? Because I feel 
nothing. I feel numb. I like feeling loved, and I feel loved, but I feel 
nothing towards him. Emptiness. Hollow sex. From the moment it 
started I wished it would be over. I don't always think that. From the 
moment he touched me, I shrugged him off me, but he didn't realize 
that. He went for my ear and I thought of Jonathon. It wasn't familiar. 
It wasn't comfortable. It just was. And I hate myself for letting it hap- 
pen again, and again, and again. "Fine" is not the same as "yes." "I 
don't think so" means "no." Get it? There is no going back now, only 
forward. And from here on out, I'm through. No more. No more 
relapses. No more sex. No more doing it to please him. Does that make 
me selfish? No. That makes me honest. NO more. No. No. No. No. I 
will not have sex and feel nothing. I miss Jonathon, and I miss him 
because I felt something with him. I miss Frankei, because I wanted his 
hands on me. I did not want him touching me. I did not want Mark 
near me, on me, with me, kissing me. "Give me a real kiss," he said af- 
ter I gave him a peck on the check, and I did. It didn't mean anything 
anyway, nor did the hollow sex we had just had. I may be hollow, but 
that makes US hollow too. Hollow. Filled with nothing. Filled with 
regret, filled with sorrow, filled with something that was not a familiar 
pleasure. Never again. I will not sleep with him, or anyone, just to 
sleep with him, or anyone. Never again. I've learned this time. That's 
all you can do: learn. 

What happened! 

It's the first thing I wonder when I open my contact-stuck eyes in the 
morning. What happened? I'm in my bed. Check. I'm alone. Check. I 
don't remember getting home. Uncheck. I'm not wearing a shirt. 
Uncheck. 

What happened? I certainly remember my first drink. It was a rum and 
coke, more rum than coke. Then, I went to Ryan's. I had some blush 
boxed wine, and some shots of watermelon vodka, which has an 
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aftertaste and not a good one. Then, I lost a game of boxed wine pong. 
But hey, I always lose, which is why Ryan refused to be my partner last 
night. But, apparently I am good enough of a partner to make out with, 
because once again, in my blacked out state, we made out. I know I 
went into the night thinking about him, so it doesn't quite feel like 
rape this time. But I have no recollection whatsoever of kissing him. If I 
did, I would have told him a few things. Soften your lips and use them. 
Lips. Soft. He told me I was an eloquent drunk speaker. I a. disagree 
and b. think he was lying to me. I wish I remembered, 
because I hate not remembering. I called him this morning. No answer. 
So I texted him my overwhelmingly important question. 

WHAT HAPPENED? He responded with something funny. He said, 
"Eleven, Ashley. Eleven." As if before 8 am on a Sunday is a ludicrous 
time to wonder about your failed memory. But what happened, I 
insisted. Apparently I wanted Ryan and his roommate to walk me 
home together, so his roommate walked me home. Yes, Ryan is an 
asshole. Yes, I wish I had the balls to do the same thing. 

I'm hungover, and I'm whiny. Ry-ry, can you come over here now? 

He'll say no, which is what I want him to say anyway. But he'll 
respond. I know that. Eventually. Why? Because he likes me. Why? 
Because he doesn't understand me, and that makes him curious. 

Why? Because he usually just understands people, girls, but not me. 

He thinks I'm different, and I'll let him believe that. 

Well, now I have to beg. Please Ryan. I'm all alone, confused, hungover 
and lonely, I said please. That constitutes begging. I don't care if he 
comes or not, I just want a response; I'm going to annoy him until I get 
one. And at eleven, at exactly eleven, he'll hear from me. It may be a 
phone call. Or it may be me throwing something at his window. Yeah, 
he would hate that. Why do I do that? Want people to hate me? Why 
do I do that? Run away. Why do I do that? Get so drunk. Well, if I 
don't, then l will be made fun of. And I love being teased. "Bass ack- 
wards," I know. 

I was having a good dream, and I was about to win something. Alex 
was there, next to me, helping me. I love to be helped. Yea, this money 
takes away my thoughts, good and bad. So what if I don't have 
chapters, and just rambling? Jonathon might be a writer, but then I'll 
be one too. 
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Maybe he just doesn't want to say no to me. I'm sure I can be difficult 
to say no to. It's because I wear what I feel right on my face. I can't lie. 
That's my biggest weakness. I'm no compulsive liar, but I let people 
think that, because I'm the opposite. You believe what you want to 
believe. No more, no less. 

It's almost the end of Passover. On one end, I've made it this far, and I 
should celebrate with a bagel in the morning. On the other end. I've 
made it this far, so I might as well finish off strong. Oh, it is hard to 
fend off a hangover without a bagel. Very hard. 

Mark asked what happened. So I told him. I copied and pasted the 
above. And he still doesn't get it. He's stuck in the past, and I'm in the 
future. I just like other boys. And he makes me sleep with him. I like to 
blame him. I've moved on. He stopped interesting me a long time ago. 
But he's a nice guy. But he's a guy. What are his intentions? Does he 
know what making me sleep with him does to me? Obviously not. Is 
he selfish, or am I? It's hard to tell. 

Alex. Jonathon. Ethan. Ryan. Those are the boys I have crushes on. But 
not only. But not Mark. I'm just done with him. I feel pushed towards 
him, but I don't feel like I want to walk towards him. I don't like being 
forced into anything. I'll take my time, and in my own time, I'll decide. 
Don't push me, Mark. Don't touch me. Don't come onto me. Don't try 
to convince me that I want something that I clearly state I don't want. 
I'm easily persuaded, but don't take advantage of that. 

And now I sit beside the flagpole on the front lawn of the UC. It's nice 
out. I just got through a nice session with Alex, where I seemed to 
have convinced him and myself that I let Mark rape me all this time. 
The first time we had sex, he didn't ask if I wanted to. He just stuck it 
in me. He didn't ask if I was okay. It hurt, and he didn't care. Maybe he 
did, but I don't remember that. I told him to give up, and he won't. He 
emailed me today saying he didn't understand how I could place all 
the blame on him. Well, a year later, Mark, you're still trying to get 
into my pants. You still don't respect my words. You still don't knock 
me off my feet. This is not a possible beginning. This is the end of the 
end, and it has been the end for a long time. Get over it. Get over me. 
We're done. It is so hard having someone in love with you. It's hard to 
say no to someone who would do anything and everything for you. 
Ryan shouldn't though, I treat him like crap. Well, I don't treat him 
that badly, I gave him the sex he wanted on Friday. 


17 


Why, in therapy did I start to cry when I talked about Alex? I don't 
know if I have sexual feelings for him, but I miss the way he under- 
stands me. Why doesn't he ask how I'm feeling? Maybe he was right; 
maybe therapy does make people selfish and self absorbed. I'm not 
liking this $40.00 that I've been taking for a while now. I feel hollow, 
not myself, and for some reason alone. 

Lot's of people are alone here at Lehigh. People walk alone. I rarely 
walked alone at my old school. It was a bigger campus though. I'll be 
closer to campus next semester, I can almost see it from here. 

My therapist asked if there was one thing that I wanted to talk about. I 
said food. He said that's interesting because we almost never talk 
about that. I've brought it up a few times. What do I want to tell him 
about food? 1 want to tell him that I find myself binging. I find myself 
engaging in things that I don't want to be engaging in. Like chocolate. 
Like sex. Like.... Binging. I want to tell him I'm making myself sick by 
eating and eating, and eating. ! 've been through this before. Why 
would I get a marijuana prescription? Because it makes me not think 
about food. It helps me relax around food. I need that. I need to be 
able to eat and not think about it. The way I write, and just write and 
don't think about it. 

I've done it before, and I've been in that place before. That happy 
place. I've been there a few times. Senior year. Crew team. Ultimate 
Frisbee. Eric Framley, Rob. Those guys, I could be totally myself 
around. My Frisbee boys. I could be myself around them too. Why 
can't I just feel like myself all the time? Lately I've been self conscious 
about what I eat. Did big Jonathon start it all? He would call me fat. 
And I'm not fat. He told me not to become another out of shape 
athlete. Uh... that's you Jonathon. He made jokes about being bulimic 
in his rapping. Respect me, Jonathon. God, and then he came crawling 
back, just as expected. 

Sometimes I think it would be easier to just be a lesbian. Or just not 
have sex, or just have sex with everyone who wanted to have sex with 
me. How and where should l draw the line? What are the right reasons 
for having sex? I wish someone would have told me that a while ago. 
I'm all fucked up now. It started in kindergarten when I got the don't 
let anyone touch your private parts talk, not even my butt. Now look 
at me. I've slept with more guys than I have fingers to count, and most 
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of them, I regret. So, you really think this birth control works? Duh, 
Ryan. Duh. And I laid there, and endured it. I just wished for it to be 
over. I didn't even come. 

My roommate, Frank. Bad. Regret. 

Mark, Good. Regret. Dating. More regret. Forcing. Why do I let myself 
be forced into things that I really don't want? Does everyone do that? 
Do other people have a clearer idea of what they do and do not want? 
They're the lucky ones. I'm going to go wait in line for lunch now. 
Maybe a salad; I want a sandwich. But hey, I've made it this far in 
Passover, and why not just keep it for another day. I'm not really suf- 
fering. 

Look Ryan, I really don't how to say this without making things 
between us uncomfortable, but I have something to say and need you 
to promise to just go along with it, and not make it a big deal: 

I need your notes. 

I come home today to find a little plaque in the backyard. Rebbecca, 
Alyssa, Jessica. 37 Wyanote Street. 2009-2011. Uh, oh, what about 
me? Sure I won't be here from 2010-2011, but if it weren't for me, no 
one would be in this house. I found it, I was first to sign the lease, I 
was the one who found Alyssa. I made this house. I'm taking every- 
thing. I'm leaving nothing. They don't want me here, then fine, that's 
what they'll get. And whoever replaces me won't be half as cool. 

I started my day with a sprint to Phil's Deli. I saved my bagel to eat in 
class, around another Jew. Singular. Matthew. Whatever. I fell asleep 
towards the end of Minerals. And in the middle of Structures. Ryan 
said he would give me his notes. I've asked for them before, and he 
has said no. I overthink. Jonathon sent me an email. Me and the rest 
of his softball team. Oh, so now you want me on your team? I like his 
friend DQ. He told me not to call him that. But I'll call him whatever I 
want, just to spite him. And living with Alyssa is annoying, 
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Trigger Warning 


Trigger Warnings are customary in some feminist and 
other spaces. They are designed to prevent people who 
have an extremely strong and damaging emotional 
response (for example, post- traumatic flashbacks or 
urges to harm themselves) to certain subjects from 
encountering them without warning. Having these 
responses is called “being triggered.” 


The following piece references sexual assault. Please be 
aware before you continue reading. We always want to 
include pieces that are honest, thoughtful, and important 
regarding difficult subjects, but feel it is important to 
give readers warning and resources. 


If you require resources related to 
sexual violence, please contact: 


Advocates: (610) 758-4763 


Break the Silence 24/7 Anonymous, Confidential 
Sexual Violence Peer educators: (610) 974-HOPE 


Counseling Center: (610) 758-3880 
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I can only imagine what it'$ like to be a victim. 

I can see developing addiction. 

Drinking alcohol and popping prescription pills in the kitchen. 

Bearing witness to this regimen of unhealthy living. 

Her name's anonymous for now, it's something that I won't mention, ob- 
jectified into a vessel he was putting his d**k in. 

De-womanized in her eyes because he took away her prized virginity, now 
she hates the thing nested between her thighs. S 

he constantly wonders why and she cries out, in solitude of course. 

A public tear and she'd be raking her eyes out. 

She hides from the world, she's ashamed. 

No A's on her chest, just imprinted on her brain. 

Now she won't complain. 

Nothing makes her happy anymore. 

It still left her cold on the floor. 

A ruined outfit, not part of her wardrobe anymore, but she only wears 
white in the ward. 

The information stored in her psyche just rotted her to the core. 

By day it encumbers, haunts her in the slumbers. 

No more clocks, no more numbers. 

The final countdown's inept. Six days passed since she slept. Or who 
knows? It's a padded room. Ventilation, no windows. No sounds but a 
bird's crow. "Never more, never more, never more, " as she lingers at 
death's door. 

Gone from the body, it's been stranded and left for, discovery. 

The guards found her, she never made a recovery. 
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Questions 


My watch blinks midnight and I’m lost again 
I tell myself I’m better off without men 
Somewhere between sunset and sunrise 
I lose my resolve between loneliness and goodbyes 

There’s not one place in the whole world 
■Home is waiting in every moment to be unfurled 
Ho one place brings it all back to me 
Home is just my bitter plea 

I watch the sunrise looking for a sign 
1 wonder how much of this world I claim to be mine 
I look for love, meaning, Sod and the saints 
■How mueh is possible; what are my constraints? 

Everyone asks themselves, why am I here? 

What really drives us furthest is our fear 
But nobody notices the tension in the air 
If not for survival would we be too lazy to care? 

Take this hand is hold it tight 
©on’t let go the whole dark night 
When morning eomes all will be clear 
No more fog and no more tears. 

When the sun, it elimbs the sky 
fl thousand children ask dad why 
With no response the child learns 
Not all questions are returned 
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^amantha N^nVis 

IVfiat is: Life? 

So there it is, the dog days of college* Wake and bake around noon, sit 
in the sun till two. Class? What's the point? Why are we here? Why do 
it at all? 

Class- work- adult responsibilities - food- sex. These repetitive mo- 
tions are just that: motions. So why do it, and what's the rush? The real 
world. Doing the same things on a slightly different schedule. You 
wake up earlier, work consistently for longer, and go on to your nightly 
rituals of working out, or running errands, or having sex, and do that 
every day for the next forty years or so. 

So I repeat: what's the point? To make money? To spend money? To 
see how long you can keep up with the bullshit, day after day after day* 
How many variety of meals can you make in a month? I bet you end up 
eating the same thing a lot of the time* Wearing the same clothes, 
walking the same paths from home, to car, to store, to car, to work, to 
car. Car happens often- You might as well get a nice one. So work, and 
work, and work until you can afford that car of your dreams, spruced 
with leather seats and electronic windows and buttons to pop the trunk. 
The height of luxury. 

At least you'll look good doing it. That is, if you successfully fit in that 
eyebrow threading appointment, and that 75 dollar haircut to rid your- 
self of the quarter inch of split ends you have. Don't leave the house 
without at least the bare minimum of makeup. A line or two of liner, at 
least a coat of mascara, something to gloss over those lips, and your 
face looks flushed, might as well brush on some equalizer, but then you 
don’t want to look too pale, so just a little bit of blush to accent your 
naturally high cheek bones. That's all* 

Go to the gym, and go every single day. Do forty five minutes to an 
hour of cardio, if you're trying to slim, and no less then thirty minutes 
for general heart health if you're trying to maintain. Curls for your 
bis, dips for your tris, and squats for those thunder thighs* And then 
do them again* If you're not there for at least an hour and half, then 
you're not there for long enough. But your mom was right when you 
were little: it’s not about winning or losing, it’s about how you look 
after the game. So don’t embarrass yourself by sweating. 
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Class, work, sleep. That's college for you. Work, class, sleep. That's 
the real world, if you so choose to pursue a higher degree while taking 
night classes. Wake, hunt, sleep. That's the world a few hundred years 
ago, before agriculture gave us the free time to educate and put aside as 
little as four years of our short lives to "learn.” 

What about travel? Or getting the hell away from what you've become 
so accustomed to doing day after day? What about those things you 
don't get to do, the things that other people are doing, but you're so 
damn focused on this arbitrary schedule of normal that you miss out 
on? Direct sunlight at high noon, for example. Where were you today 
for that? 1 was organizing. Were you in a cubicle? Tuned in the digital 
age, were you? On your Bluetooth? Checking you email with one hand 
while you push your kid in the swing with your other? Zone in because 
you're not here forever. 

What would you rather be doing if you weren't expected to be doing 
anything? What time would you wake up every day if you had nothing 
to do? What if your refrigerator was a supermarket- what would you 
eat. Better yet, what if your supermarket was a rain forest. It wouldn't 
be for long. 

Imagine this: growing up, meeting the guy of your dreams, falling 
madly in love, getting married, having kids, and growing old together 
on the rocking chairs on your front porch. Now imagine this: diapers. 
Shit filled diapers that drip with runny shit down the legs of your 
offspring that are not as cute as you would have liked or expected. But 
you're stuck with them. Diapers. For two, three, three and half years per 
blend. That's why god invented birth control. Wait, never mind. He cre- 
ated the orgasm - as a sick, sick joke. 

So what do we learn form all this? Go to class, get A's, get a job that 
makes you enough money to hire a professional diaper changer, or 
else to retreat to the Alaskan wilderness. 
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Breeding love 

Bleeding love? What world is this? It's a twisted world. 

What? Hatred? Bliss? 

That makes no sense, what's a beautiful lie? 

We're in dissent. That won't just fly. 

His temperament, cause he's a tough guy, he makes her cry, 
he blacks that eye. 

He loves the girl, but she's black and blue. That crimson blush? 
That just won't do. 

He's an animal. He's a maniac. 

Go ask him why. "She'll take me back." 

That was his quote. I'm in disgust. 

Let me clear my throat. In him, she trusts. 

She's next to him. That made her blush. 

Her crimson crush, makes her see red when he tells her hush, 
and her wrists gush, she became a lush, from a little too much 
of his loving ways, left her scarred for days, left her fearing 
life, she'll pay that price , never parting ways, never say good- 
bye, and you ask her, why? 

"Oh he's a nice guy." 

She's in denial. 

Those scars aren't fake. That L'Oreal won't hide mistakes. Or 
A mistake... which is him. This is man. These are men. And all 
her life, she's been with them, those hateful types. That's 
where she's been. 

Her health is off. Hypertension. Get her on some meds. That 
Cardizem. 

Don't do the same things once again. 

Get her out this cycle she's been trapped in. 

Get her some help. 

Love never works. She won't love herself, so love just hurts. 
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Playing” Dress Up 


As I flip through my magazine, I come across a celeb- 
rity posing coquettishly as the unseen paparazzi go crazy. 
There is scarlet lipstick on her wide smile and thick black 
liner rings her eyes. She is dressed provocatively in a peril- 
ously short, tight dress, fishnet tights and high-heeled PVC 
dominatrix boots. So far, so predictable. Except for one 
thing: this is Noah Cyrus, sister of Hannah Montana star 
Miley Cyrus, and she's just ten years old. Her frail, flat 
child's body and babyish face looks grotesque and tragic in 
her bizarrely sexualized get-up. The pictures are enough to 
send a shiver down one’s spine. Yet for millions of American 
children, Noah is a style icon. Now, together with child ac- 
tress Emily Grace Reaves, who is just eight, this skinny little 
girl is launching a range of clothing for the children’s wear 
line, Ooh La! La! Couture. The clothes are mainly hooker- 
style short dresses with can-can skirts in garish pink, leop- 
ard print, and black, and are described by the company as 
“versatile styles that can be worn with sweet ballerina slip- 
pers, funky sneakers, or paired with lace stockings and 
boots for more of a rock 'n' roll look” ( Teen Vogue). The best 
part is, they are available from baby sizes. Sounds a little 
different than the more familiar, traditional Baby Gap or 
OshKosh B’Gosh. Yet, Noah is looked at as the epitome of 
fashion. Little girls today are being pushed into ever more 
adult, ever sexier styles of clothes. It’s worrisome to think 
about how little girls will learn to regard themselves, and 
how some adults will look at them. And most of all, how fast 
and how much their childhoods are shrinking. It’s as 
though the image portrayed by the media acts as a robber, 
stealing girls of their innocence and propelling them into a 
world, for which they’re completely unprepared. The differ- 
ence between childhood and adulthood can be thought to be 
signaled by clothing. It’s outrageous to think that ASDA, 
the UK's largest children’s wear retailer, sells black 
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sequined micro-shorts and metallic biker jackets for four- 
year-olds, and Next, its rival, sells strappy, diamante san- 
dals with adult-height heels to fit three-year-olds. 

Should we assume that the minute these little girls 
are out of their onesies, they are subject to be judged on 
their sexual attractiveness? Shockingly, even the tiniest ba- 
bies aren't safe from predatory marketing. The internet 
company Twisted Twee has designed a T-shirt for babies 
less than six months old with tassels printed on the front. 
Some may find this hilarious; however, the sad thing is in 
this day and age it’s not outrageous. A phrase has been 
coined to describe the commercial sexualization of chil- 
dren: “corporate pedophilia.” Images of sexualized children 
are becoming increasingly common in advertising and mar- 
keting material. Children who appear aged twelve years and 
under, particularly girls, are dressed, posed, and made up 
in the same way as sexy adult models. 

Many girls today are being sold the idea that the 
path to happiness lies through excessive consumption. We 
can’t go on like this. It's time we give children back their 
childhood and get adults to behave like adults. Now the in- 
fluential parenting website Mumsnet has weighed in with 
its own, upcoming and very timely campaign on the issue, 
under the banner “Let Girls Be Girls.” The site's founder, 
Justine Roberts, a mother of four, believes that children 
should not be presented as sexual or encouraged to believe 
that attracting the opposite sex is something they need to 
consider. The site encourages retailers to sign on to a sim- 
ple pledge that commits them to selling only products that 
do not sexualize children. Clothing shouldn't feature slo- 
gans which are likely to be read as sexy, provocative or 
flirty, and little girls' shoes should not have high heels. It 
really isn’t much to ask, yet, of course, some will argue that 
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this minimal standard is overkill. There are those who be- 
lieve that thinking that these clothes are harmful is old- 
fashioned. But there is growing evidence that they are 
wrong. I, too, am at fault, often laughing when my own 
grandma goes on rants about how “things are not like they 
used to be.” 

Overtly sexy clothes and toys introduce children to 
the world of adult sexuality, when elsewhere we are rightly 
encouraging them to resist the pressure to become sexually 
active at a young age. Studies clearly show the harmful ef- 
fects of the pressure to be sexy on the way young girls think 
and feel about themselves. The American Psychological As- 
sociation has published research linking early sexualization 
to eating disorders, low self-esteem, and depression in 
young girls. The effects on society are catastrophic, it says, 
and includes an increase in sexism, increased rates of sex- 
ual violence and sexual harassment, and an increased de- 
mand for child pornography. Too many girls now experi- 
ence stress, anxiety, and unhappiness as a result of being 
forced to grow up too quickly. Girls feel under pressure to 
wear clothes to make them look older and are vulnerable to 
bullies if they do not conform. 

The pressures to wear the latest names and styles in 
the fashion world exist ubiquitously. I don't believe for one 
minute that little girls naturally want to look sexual or even 
adult. When little, their fantasies around clothes are all 
about being storybook characters and things that are cute. 
They love to dress up as a dog or a fairy, or will appear in 
the kitchen riding a horse, wearing a homemade cape and 
brandishing a plastic sword. I speak from experience, where 
dressing up like a princess or in my mom’s old clothes was a 
common activity. I would have never desired PVC boots or a 
leather jacket. Clearly, this demand is coming from some- 
where. With inappropriate adult clothes being aimed at 
girls, it’s a wonder where things will go next. 

If we teach our five-year-olds that jelly shoes and Pe- 
ter Pan collars are somehow babyish and shameful, and in- 
stead put them in fuchsia velour tracksuits with bedazzling 
words emblazoned on the back, what on earth can they 


28 


wear by age nine or ten? It’s scary to think how quickly 
things are changing. Girls around my age dress pretty pro- 
vocatively now when the occasion arises, and we grew up 
shopping in stores like Limited Too. Our childhoods were 
not filled with risque clothing, however, but rather with an 
assortment of innocent pinks and scintillating sparkles. I 
can’t imagine what may be in style when the youngsters of 
today are my age. The retail world is beginning to hear 
some of the messages and realize that if they produce some- 
thing, they need to consider the implications in terms of the 
development of girls and other people's attitudes towards 
children. Hopefully, then, little girls can soon go back to 
skipping to school in a pinafore and Clark’s shoes. It’s natu- 
ral for girls want to wear more fashionable clothes as they 
get older, but they have to develop the confidence to reject 
the pressure to look prematurely sexy. They first need to 
develop solid self-esteem and pay attention to shops and 
advertisers that offer real children's clothes for real chil- 
dren. It’s what they need and deserve. 

Currently, from advertisements and magazine arti- 
cle, a nation of young girls is being taught that they may 
never look good enough, and will certainly not even be as 
beautiful as the large number of models that drape them- 
selves across the magazine advertisements. As a result, 
young girls are increasingly falling victim to eating disor- 
ders such as anorexia and bulimia as they strive to achieve 
the unhealthily slim physique of these magazine models. 
These disorders occur most often in teens sufficiently from 
low self-esteem, and girls that are easily swayed by the 
magazines' promise of the happiness that will come from a 
slimmer waistline. 

It’s often thought that appearance counts for a lot in 
society, perhaps mostly among the teenage crowd. The 
fashion industry has the tendency to make people think 
that clothes that are out of style, or a hairdo from last year, 
will quickly lower one’s social standing. In contrast, a fash- 
ion statement in society allows for much more self expres- 
sion; it is seen as highly desirable. Some girls see 
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themselves as average looking, some think they fit the stan- 
dards of which they’d like to be, and some see themselves as 
far from satisfactory, but you’d be hard pressed to find a 
girl who thinks her looks are perfect. 

Although girls can easily feel put down by plenty of 
body image issues they may encounter, there are always 
ways to boost their self-esteem. Family and friends, for in- 
stance, are one of the best ways to raise any dismal ego. It 
really feels good to have a few people tell you how great 
your outfit looks, or ask you how they can get their hair to 
look just as good as yours. Individuality is what makes eve- 
ryone unique. So what if you think that that new clothing 
line everyone is wearing is cheesy? So what if you want to 
keep the same hairstyle you have had forever? So what if 
you stray from the norm and shun the pressures to fit in? 
Teenage girls create expectations for themselves by looking 
at magazine models or perhaps even at some of their peers. 
They might starve themselves to become thinner, buy over- 
priced clothing, and even acquire the same interests and 
musical tastes as others, but to what end? The instability 
during this time in a girl’s life causes them to be less sure of 
themselves than ever before. 

American society in the last 30 years has undergone 
a major change in the daily lives of children, one marked by 
a major transition from a culture of innocence and social 
protection, however imperfect, to a culture of commerciali- 
zation. The youth is now being assaulted at a very young 
age by a never-ending proliferation of marketing strategies 
that colonize their consciousness and daily lives. We need 
to awaken the media generation, showing the degenerative 
effect that the fashion and media industries have on young 
women's self-esteem and body image. All this advertising, 
and all these powerful and ubiquitous messages about 
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sexuality and thinness and beauty, have deep and lasting 
effects on young women. We need to return to the days 
where dress-up was just a game. 


Sources: 

- www.theage.com.au 

- Teen Vogue 

- http://pedsinreview.aappublications.org/cgi/ 
content/abstract/13/4/ 144 

- pediatrics.aappublications.org/cgi/content/ 
abstract/8 1/6/900 

- www.ketchum.com/taxonomy/term/1041 


31 


Noelle 5mart and K.atie Johnston 

LETTER TO THE EDITOR: SEX COLUMN 
DOESN’T SAY EVERYTHING 

Editor's Note: The following piece was a "Letter to the Editor" of 
the Brown & White regarding a recurring column, specifically two 
columns called "The Hook Up" and "The Birds and the Bees" 
concerning sexual behavior on Lehigh's campus 

Gratitude is entirely due for starting this conversation about sex 
in one way or another - to talk about sexual freedom in a school- 
wide newspaper is a privilege and a resource for students. Be- 
cause of this, we are looking to use this medium as an opportu- 
nity to represent the campus as a whole in an inclusive manner. 

Since these articles are opinion pieces, they naturally demon- 
strate one absolute viewpoint, but such a supreme belief could 
be silencing and destructive for those who feel otherwise on a 
topic like sex. We simply want to critique the generalizations and 
offer a more comprehensive view on sex, a topic where different 
perspectives from all readers need to be appreciated and re- 
spected. 

First, though, we must point out a few serious issues that need 
to be taken into account and corrected. The rhetorical question, 
"Does he or she even remember what happened?" is posed after 
a drunken hook-up situation, implying that one or both parties 
were blacked-out. Sex that occurs while under the influence of 
alcohol legally cannot be considered consensual. If a person is 
too drunk to drive a car, they are not able to make decisions 
about their body. This renders the situation non-consensual, 
causing it to be seen in a different scope entirely. Sex, while at 
that level of intoxication, does not count as sex and falls under 
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the category of sexual assault or rape, regardless of gender. Re- 
sources on campus, like Break the Silence and the Advocates, 
exist so that this point is made known. 

Additionally, other immediate risks involved with having sex with 
someone you barely know are far more serious than the morning 
-after awkwardness mentioned. Sexually Transmitted Infections 
are something continually overlooked in the column and deserve 
to be pointed out. Practicing safe sex and using contraceptive 
techniques are crucial for sexual partners to ensure good sexual 
health and reduce risk of pregnancy. 

If a person does not know the partner very well, she or he does 
not know the entire sexual history and cannot afford to risk her 
or his life because of perceived trust. As it is said, it may be cor- 
rect in saying that "you completely expose and share yourself 
with someone" during a sexual encounter, so it is important to 
do so safely. 

If it is done safely and consensual ly, however, sex has the right 
to be done without shame. Safe, consensual hook-up sex does 
happen, and it is the avenue some college students choose to 
take. It is written in a recent column that for sex to "happen with 
a stranger is kind of unsettling," but for some, it is in fact the 
opposite. The choice to have sex is a personal one, one that can 
be a source of empowerment and self-discovery, no matter who 
the chosen partner. 

According to these columns, these sexual encounters cause "all 
[students'] pent up sexual energy [to] finally [be] put to use in a 
destructive manner," but this attitude shames individuals and 
disrespects their choice. Though the author has a right to her 
own choice and opinion, to respect those of others is imperative 
for any kind of cooperative environment, especially regarding 
sexual behavior. Only in some perspectives is it destructive. 
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When Rebecca Walker, a speaker and writer on transformative 
issues such as race and gender, wrote, "Judgments such as 
'right' and 'wrong' only build barriers and encourage shame 
among individuals," she demonstrates that the absolute nature 
like in these articles is an overwhelming danger that these as- 
sumptions about the hook-up culture on college campuses im- 
pose. 

This thinking also perpetuates the thought that everyone on 
campus does, in fact, want to have a spontaneous hook-up in- 
cluding sex, which leaves minimal room for anyone to say no. In 
the presence of overall generalizations, miscomm unications can 
occur in real-life situations, and people can make mistakes actu- 
ally destructive in manner. The presence of varying opinions 
force communication to occur and consent to be necessary in all 
cases. Assumptions of everyone constantly desiring sex regard- 
less of the partner, as the article's tone suggested, do not allow 
someone to deny consent before something undesirable can 
happen. This assumption also causes individuals to be shamed 
and alone in the choices they're making if it disagrees with the 
perceived norm. If hooking up is "the epitome of the college ex- 
perience," as it is said, then it limits those who do not partake. 
Are they not having a full college experience? 

That question cannot be answered by one person for everyone 
but can only be answered by each individual. Views should not 
be projected onto others when a variety of perspectives exist 
and are also valid. Although there is a disagreement with what 
was published in The Brown and White, we are appreciative of 
this chance to let our small voices be heard on this large cam- 
pus. This response could never hope to encompass every view- 
point on the topic, but fortunately, there are resources and out- 
lets all over campus. We encourage readers to think openly 
about this issue and respect and educate themselves on differing 
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opinions about a topic so personal as sexuality. Open minds are 
essential to the fostering of a supportive and healthy community. 
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A m ^nda Midkiff 


# *l>ellci** Excerpt/ 

Editor's Note: The following piece contains two excerpts from a 
short story entitled "Della." 

IV. Christmas 

Winter had come up fast this year. The trees dropped 
their leaves by October, and by November there was snow on 
the ground. It was now Christmas Eve, and there was certain 
to be a White Christmas tomorrow. The girls loved the idea of 
a White Christmas, even though it meant a good deal extra 
work for them. AH the animals had to be kept warm and dry - 
no easy task when the barn is old and the wind is strong. Wa- 
ter and food still need to be brought to them, even if the snow 
is as high as your waist and you have to trudge through it to 
get to the barn. If water has frozen in the troughs, it needs to 
be melted. Eggs still need to be collected and cows milked; if 
the animals can't get outside there’s a whole lot more manure 
to shovel and pile. But Ellen, Ruthie, and Eve romped and 
played in the snow nonetheless, building and digging and 
shaping until their fingers went numb with cold. Christmas 
would be a magical day even if they had to do extra chores. 

The girls were praying for Santa Claus to come this 
year. They knew that Dad and Mamma wanted to get them 
gifts, but they had so little money. There just wasn't room for 
extras. But maybe Santa Claus could bring something. He 
brought other girls in school new dolls and pretty dresses. 
Maybe he could bring Ellen, Ruthie, and Eve something this 
year. None of them had ever had a store-bought doll, and 
their feet would sure be cozy in a pair of shoes that had never 
been worn before. The girls fell asleep that night dreaming of 
Santa Claus and pretty dresses. 

On Christmas morning, Ellen, Ruthie, and Eve cau- 
tiously stepped down the staircase, glancing at the decorated 
cedar tree in their living room before the smell of bacon drew 
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to the kitchen. Mamma had already made breakfast. The 
kitchen door swung open as Dad returned from the morning 
milking and feeding. He had done all of the morning chores 
himself. He was sure to be hungry. Everyone sat down at the 
table. Mamma had prepared a breakfast feast of eggs, bacon, 
ham, biscuits, and pancakes. It was important to eat a "stick to 
your bones" breakfast on cold days, Dad always said. 

As breakfast was ending the girls lingered nervously at 
the table. They wanted to hold on to this feeling of excite- 
ment and possibility for as long as they could. They knew 
that Santa had probably not come, and they didn't want to 
face the disappointment. Mamma and Dad finished their cof- 
fee and made their way to the cedar tree. The girls rushed 
behind them, letting their excitement overtake any sense of 
doubt. The cedar tree had filled the room with its sweet 
smell, and the girls could almost make out a hint of citrus 
among it. That could just be their imaginations, though. 

The girls opened their stockings first. They found un- 
derwear and a few pairs of socks. They thanked their par- 
ents, knowing that they must have been expensive, and dug a 
little deeper. They each found a chocolate candy. They 
smiled, and their fingers moved closer to the promising lump 
in the toe of the stocking. It wasn't just another pair of 
socks— it was a tangerine! They had hardly expected such a 
treat. Mamma and Dad were only able to afford tangerines in 
the best of years. The girls cupped their tangerines in their 
hands, smelling them, thinking of how slowly they would peel 
them and taste them later. 

So enchanted were they by the citrus smell that Dad 
had to remind them that there were still a few bundles under 
the tree. It was true. There were a few small bundles, 
wrapped in a calico fabric that Ellen would later use to make 
dresses for the three of them. The girls would be teased about 
dressing alike, but at least the dresses would be new, and 
Ellen's careful stitching would help them to last a long time. 
There were also a few parcels wrapped in the brown paper 
like the kind they used at Vic's General Store. The girls 
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wondered what could be in those. Mamma handed each girl 
one of the calico bundles. They slowly untied the ribbons and 
unfolded the fabric. Inside was a pair of mittens, carefully 
crocheted by Mamma. The girls knew that they would need 
them this winter. They beamed smiles at Mamma. 

Dad picked up the brown paper parcels and handed 
one to each girt. The girls looked at each other, wondering if 
their prayers had been answered and Santa really had come. 
Slowly, very slowly, Eve, Ruthie, and Ellen untied the ribbons 
and opened the paper. Each of them gasped, speechless at 
what lay in their hands. Inside the brown paper lay a colorful 
cardboard box, decorated elegantly, and made to look like a 
window in the front, where the cardboard had been cut out 
and a piece of clear plastic had been stretched across. Inside 
the box looking out through the window were the most beau- 
tiful, store-bought dolls that the girls had ever seen. They had 
curly, soft hair and shiny blue eyes that could dose, and deli- 
cate porcelain skin. Ruthie's doll was wearing a lovely white 
dress that was full of frills and ribbons and ruffles. The girls 
looked at each other, amazed, then set the boxes down gently 
before leaping up to hug their parents. They were not sure if 
it was Santa who brought the dolls or if Mamma and Dad had 
somehow managed to buy them, but they were happier than 
they could ever remember feeling. 

As the girls sat back down, Dad said that he and 
Mamma had some news. Mamma was pregnant. The baby 
would be born in ]une. The girls weren't really sure how to 
respond to this, so they went back to their dolls. Weren't 
three daughters enough? Why did Mamma and Dad want an- 
other baby? It would just mean more work for everybody, an- 
other mouth to feed. They didn't understand. 

Eve was eager to remove the doll from its box. Dad 
had to cut a few wires, but they got it out. Ellen was a bit 
more cautious, admiring the way the doll looked in the pretty 
box, and even the way the box itself looked. There was rarely 
anything that pretty in the house. Ellen eventually took her 
doll out too, and started playing with Eve. They touched the 
dolls' soft curls, compared their dresses, felt their cool 
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porcelain skin. These were genuine store-bought dolls, not 
like the handmade ones they were used to. "Ruthie, take your 
doll out too," they said. Ruthie did want to play with her doll, 
but she didn't want to take it out of it's home. It looked so 
pretty in the box - it was perfect, pristine. Once she took it 
out the white dress would get dirty and the porcelain skin 
might event crack. She wanted to feel her doll's curls and 
play with her, but it was better to keep her safe in the box 
where she could admire it, where it will be perfect forever. 

As the girls got ready for bed in the room they all 
shared, Ellen and Eve chattered about where to put their 
dolls. They wanted to snuggle with them, but the porcelain 
skin was too delicate. They would snuggle with their hand- 
made dolls and stand the store-bought dolls on their dresser 
for the night. Ruthie admired her doll, still safe in its box. She 
could not decide where to put it. With three girls sharing one 
room, there wasn't much space for one's own things. That 
usually didn't matter, since the girls didn't have many things. 
But now Ruthie had this very special doll, and she wanted to 
keep it in a very special place. She decided to put her doll un- 
der the head of her bed. That would be her special place, for 
the things that were just hers. The girls went to sleep, gig- 
gling and talking about the magical day. 

X. The Punishment 

Della Ruth was packing her hope chest , feeling fran- 
tic but with controlled movements. Tears pooled in her eyes 
but did not fall onto her cheeks. She didn't want to leave her 
home, but she needed to get away from her family. It wasn't 
as though she had a choice, anyway. Telling her parents that 
she was pregnant was the hardest thing she'd ever had to do 
- she was humiliated, ashamed, scared - and their anger only 
made it worse. Mamma's hand had come across her face so 
hard that the mark from her ring was still there at the wed- 
ding. To have a daughter pregnant and not yet married, it 
was awful for them. Even more awful was the fact that 
Mamma was pregnant yet again. Mother and daughter preg- 
nant at the same time, and the daughter wasn't even married. 
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How shameful. 

Michael's mother had helped to calm them and ar- 
range a quick marriage. Della had stood at the altar in her 
blue, not white, dress, lips pursed tightly as Michael slid the 
ring onto her empty finger - there had been no engagement 
ring. Richard, the best man, watched as Della took Michael's 
hand and put the ring on it. Della Ruth and Michael were pro- 
nounced man and wife. 

Now Della had to pack up her things in her hope chest 
and leave. She was going to move into a home that Michael's 
parents had bought them. It was far away. She didn't know 
what to expect with the pregnancy, or with living with Mi- 
chael, or raising a baby, or anything, but she had no choice. 

Della folded up some pillowcases, running her finger 
along the border that someone had hastily embroidered as a 
wedding gift. There would be many things missing from her 
hope chest - no new cutlery, no curtains, no time to gather all 
the items needed for keeping a house. 

Nearly everything that she owned fit into her hope 
chest. Della closed the lid and went to her bed. Underneath 
her bed were the few items from her childhood that she had 
saved throughout the years. She picked up the box that held 
the store-bought doll. The box was dusty and the colors had 
faded, but the doll was still in perfect condition. The curls 
were still soft, the dress still white and clean. Della gathered 
the items in her arms and went downstairs to find Mamma. 
They hadn't spoken since the wedding, but Della needed a 
box to carry the last few items in. Mamma was in the kitchen 
adding wood to the stove. 

"May I borrow a box for these things?" Della asked her. 

"What do you have there?" Mamma asked gruffly. 

"Just some old toys and things that wouldn’t fit in my 

hope chest." 

"If it can't fit in your hope chest it's not going." Mamma 

was angry. 

"What?" 

"If it can't fit in your hope chest you don't need it. 

Throw it in the stove." 
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Della was shocked. She began to protest, "But...” The 
protest made Mamma even more angry. "Look here young 
lady: you may be movin’ out tomorrow but right now you’re 
still under my roof, and while you're under my roof you'll do 
as I say. You will only take with you what can fit in your hope 
chest. Everything else you will burn. I don't need it layin' 
around here makin' a mess. So come over here and throw 
that garbage in the stove right now.” 

Dad had come into the room. Della was furious and 
dismayed. She looked at him. He looked back at her, cold, of- 
fering no support. So she had no choice. She moved toward 
the stove and gently placed in it the treasured items of her 
childhood, the doll last of all. She watched as the flames 
melted the cellophane and charred the pretty white dress be- 
fore it was entirely engulfed. She was too angry to cry. 
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